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tete talks, oftenest perhaps of all in the course of
a walk, when exercise sends the blood coursing
through the brain, when a pleasant countryside
tunes the spirit to a ser.ene harmony of mood,
and when the mind, stimulated into a joyful
readiness by association with some quiet, just,
and perceptive companion, visits its dusty ware-
house, and turns over its fantastic stores. Then
is the time to penetrate into the inmost laby-
rinths of a subject, to indulge in pleasing dis-
cursiveness, as the fancy leads one, and yet to
return again and again with renewed relish to
the central theme. Such talks as these, with
no overshadowing anxiety upon the mind, held
on breezy uplands or in pleasant country lanes,
make the moments, indeed, to which the mind,
in the sad mood which remembers the days that
are gone, turns with that sorrowful desolation of
which Dante speaks, as to a treasure lightly spent
and ungratefully regarded. How such hours rise
up before the mind! Even now as I write I
think of such a scene, when I walked with a
friend, long dead, on the broad yellow sands
beside a western sea. I can recall the sharp hiss
of the shoreward wind, the wholesome savours
of the brine, the soft clap of small waves, the